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Satire should like a polish’d razor keen, 
“Wound with a touen that’s scarcely felt or seen.—Lapy MONTAGUE. 


4 Political Pasuutnades and Political Caricatures are parts (though humble ones, ) of Political Histore. 


Thev supplv information as to the person and 


habits often as to the motives and objects of pubiic men, which cannot be found elsewhere.”—CROKER'S New Wuic GUIDE. 
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IN ADULTERY, 


MOTHER CHURCH TAKS 


Great have been the clamours, and frequently have they been 
heard, that public indignation has, from time to time, raised against 
Old Mother Church, for the shameful propensity that she has so 
often manifested for keeping improper company. The old lady (we 
blush to say it, and our pen instinctively rushes to hide its modest 
nib in the red ink elass as we write), the old lady, we repeat, has 
led a very shocking life, and a list of her amours would be sufficient 
to call up the crimson of shame even into the countenance of a 
grimy faced climbing boy. Mother Church in her infancy used to 
be particularly chaste, and Religion (a perfectly moral character in 
early ages) was the bridegroom who was wedded to her. Not 
content, however, with so respectable an alliance, or rather becom- 
ng i aa to be able to resist the pomps and vanities with 
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which he was invested, she listened to the addresses of a nasty old 
fellow, called State, who, corrupt in his person, and decked out in 
every meretricious ornament, can only be compared to a corpse 
which it is the Italian custom to adorn with paint and jewels, 
making fair and alluring outside what is most foul and dead! 
within. Being attacked on her weak side by Master State, old 
Mother Church began to feel the flesh and the devil so active within 
her, that, in a misguided moment, an adulterous flare up ensued, 
and acriminal connection between the two parties became the dis- 
astrous consequence. Since the fatal hour in which she consented 
to the shameful alliance, Mother Church has cansed her vassals to 
preach in extenuation of the crime, but there is no denying that she 
has left her early and appropriate bridegroom—pure Religion, to 
indulge in every licentious excess with that feeble but still amorous 
old beast, with State for his title. But the alliance has produced 
the most alarming consequences, Mother Church, once a buxom 
middle-aged respectable female, has now become sunk in vice, and 
by her union with so corrupt a body as State, she has of necessity 
imbibed a considerable portion of that loathsome corruption which 
has long made State a mark of universal abhorrence. From this 
unhallowed connexion considerable offspring has resulted; amongst 
which may be enumerated, Intolerance, Avidity, and others of the 
same monstrous and detestable family. In fact, the adulterous in- 
tercourse with that rotten beast, State, has reduced old Mother 
Church to so despicable a state, that no one can be found too con- 
temptible to be admitted to a participation of her favours. The re- 
sult of this is, that thousands of bad characters have found their 
wav to the arms of Mother Church, whom, before she had been se- 
duced from her original state of purity, she would have banished 
from her embraces with contempt and odium. The gratification of 
her passion for meretricions spleudour having been pandered to, 
her illicit connection with State has given her socomprehensive and 
unlimited a taste for it, that now whoever comes to her with gold 
in his hand, is sure to obtain her favours. It would be chimerical 


in us to hope to restore her to the path of purity, but we can, by 
Dee ee ee 
W, Strange, 21, Paterroster Kow. 
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doing our best to obtain their separation, at least hope for reforma- 
tion to such an extent as may debar her from further excesses. The 
artist, who makes his second appearance in our pages this week, 
shows the detection of the horrid old soul in the very act of adul- 


tery. and the bringing her up before John Bull by those active pub- | 


lic officers, Russell, O'Connell, and Wakley. We are notapt to be 
hasty in our conclusions, but we think the artist who has produced 
the graphic tableau in our first page, is destined to fill a very high 
rank in the list of artists. He has given to old Mother Church 
such a look as a modest demirep would assume, upon having been 
found very drunk, and brought before a magistrate. There are 
beauties in this caricature, that those who have traced the rise of 
the art of caricature in this periodical, will know how to appreci- 
ate. Ifthe mantle of poor Seymour has as vet fallen from the 
great height to which he was raised, it has certainly lighted upon 
but no—his name shall not transpire till his own works have 
lighted, as it were, a torch, to throw a brilliance upon it. When a 
few more bright specimens of his talent shall have shone forth in 
these pages, bis name—his name shall come forth, in the lightning 
of his own genius, and the majestic thunder of our eulogy. 








INTERPRETER. 





The Stamped Press, 
Now that the discussion of the stamp on newspapers is about to be 


brought to an immediate issue, we think it is Ourduty to warn the 
House against being humbugged by the exparfe statements of those 
thundering villains who guide the established Stamped Press of the 


metropolis. It is tothe interest of these parties to keep up the mono- 
poly, and, therefore, Parliament must not be taken in by the petitions of 
these people, or by their stupid parade about their employment of 
capital, and the justice of protecting their vested interests. There is, 
in fact, a good deal of interest in the matter, but whether it be vested, 
or divested of its humbug, we cannot see why it is to be particularly 
protected against the wish and the interest of the whole community. 

The Times in particular, pretends that nothing can compete with its vas 


resources Pish !—Fish !—Flummery!—Mummery ! What are Mh 
ecultar resources of the bloody ol: | ¥ wnes ? As if one dirty pe nny-a- 
loner is not just as good as another dirty penny-a- liner. <As if fellows 


are not to be found to criticise, scribble, and chronicle accidents, as readi- 
ly for one paper as for another paper The animals upon the Imes, or 
the poor hungry devils upon any othes paper, would just as soon transfer 
their services to the St. Giles’s Gi. izetie as to the Time S, if the St. Giles’s 
(Jazette were able to pay them. The resources of the Times, like the 
resources of any other paper, are those seedy, needy, reedy, weedy, and 
greedy creatures, who haunt cheap coffee shops, and make breakfast upon 
hard roll and weak coffee. These are the gentlemen of the j) ress, and 
they are always to be had by paying for. Then what Can tha bloody 
old Times mean by its peculiar resources! This is what we should 
call peculiar humbug, and. therefore, we beg we may hear no more of it. 
As to the justice of. protecting yr the astahiiahe d newspapers, on account of 
their large capital, and all that trash, we can only say, ‘ I udge!’ The 
ventlemen the press, are of all scums on Ge (d’s castle. the greatest 
scum, and we think a ladle could not be better applied than in skim- 
ing this said scum from off the surface of society.— We'// do it. 
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ENGLISH MELODY. 





These beautiful effusions that once used to throw so great a charm on 
the Pp ges of FiGano, have latterly not been so frequent as some thou- 
sands of our subscribe rs could wish. We, however, give one. It was 
written and sung by Wellington, on his treating Horace Twiss to a pint 

of porter, It is to the well- ‘ig AIR of ‘ Friend i of my So: nl.’ 

Friend of my soul, this heavy wet, 

"Tis very lovely beer; 

*Tis not so nice as Peel’s ecs flip, 

But damme more sincere. 

Like gin’s delusive draught, 

Twill steal away the mind; 


LONDON. 


Butas you're really daft— 
There will be none to find. 


Come take the pot, and have a pull, 
"Twas drawn to day at noon ; 

Like Lyndhurst’s speech, of froth ‘tis full, 
Come take and drink, you spoon 

lor though the pot is all? d, 
Yet, damme, don’t you see, 

When once the whole is swill'd, 
No more there then will be. 





AN EASY TASK. 
The Tory journals occasionally cause those whom they support, to cry 
out, ‘Save us from our friends,’ and Lord Lyndhurst las, ve ry recently 
indeed, been forced to appropri ate to himself, that popular exclamation, 
‘ The facts are these,’ as the penny-a-liners have it, when the ry hi ippen to be 
telling a thundering lie in a twopenny paragraph :—The 
noticing a speech of Lord Lyndhurst, says, by way of panegvric, ‘ His 
Lordship ably, and with the greatest facility, defended his consist ency. 
Now the ease, with which it is alleged by the Stanrdurd, his yer 
vindicated his consistency, is a very decided argument against his Lord- 
ship, and one in which we most cordially coincide, for nothing can be 
easier than to defend what nobody has ever caught "a glimpse of. His 
Lordship may most truly boast, and so may his friends for him, that 
no one was ever known to attack his CONSISTENCY, for however ()Julxotic 
some people may be in the present day, there is none so mad as to hight 
against such a mere shadow, such a thorough wnrea/ mockery as the con- 
sistency of Lord Lyndhurst. 
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[tis indeed an empty vision. 


A TOWN MELODY. 


The following is what may be called a delicate and truly delightful St. 
James's Street Pastoral, or Club House Idyll. It was sung by Mr. 
Crockford, on the occasion of his being asked to give up his own establish- 
ment, and enter into partnership with some gambling adventurer. Readers, 
you all recollect 


en Ss 


Arr.—* My own blue bell,’ 


My own snug hell—my precious snug hell, 
I never will go fromm where pigeons dwell; 
My money, you view, which I nightly sack, 
And, oh, never danke that my heart’s true black. 
Tho’ oft | own—I've cheatingly throw 4, 
Yet by an accomplice | never was blown; 
[ now have done with that sort of fun, 
For there’s nothing like Aonesty under the sun. 
My own snug hell, &c. &c. 
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OUR SPECULATIONS 





The Rail Roads we suggested in one of our recent numbers, have ex- 
cited the strongest interest, and the most vivid gout for speculation all 
over the country. There is scarcely a provincial paper in one of the three 
kingdoms that has not transferred to its columns our ve ry admirable 
scheme for providing one or two rail-roads that may be made applicable 
‘to political purposes As the success of Waveriey induced Walter Scott 
to write again, so may the country congratulate itself upon its appreciation 
of the schemes we lately proposed, which appreciation has been the 
means of eliciting from us a few more suggestions for speculations. 

First (taking advantage of an old and useful hint), we should suggest a 
Company being formed for the purpose of purchasing the speeches of To- 
ries at their real value, and selling them off at the price the theatres have 
put upon them. This being a Company that will require no capital, the 
shares will be given away to all applicants. The profits (caleu/ated upon) 
will be tremendous 

Secondly. We have to suggest a Grand Junction Flat Fish Company. 
The union of the flatter portion of the Radicals with the treacherous 
Whigs has given us the idea of this Association. 

Thirdly. We recommend a Joint Stock Company for turning old coats. 
Lord Lyndhurst is at the head of this Society, and deserves to be so, for 
he can claim the credit of having discovered that a coat may be turned to 
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shree sides, though it had hitherto been thought absolutely impossible to 
‘urn it to more than ¢wo. Asa proof, and a specimen of what can be 


cone in this way, he will shew his own coat, which has been turned so as 
to show uppermost at different times no less than three ditierent sides. AS 
coat turning is so much in vogue, it is expected that shares will be bought 
up in the scheme with the greatest avidity. 

Fourthly. We beg to call public attention to a scheme for the formation 
of a Company for the sale of Unredeemed Pledges, When we consider 
how plentiful pledges of this description are, we are quite sure that the 
oublic will show proper eagerness to embark in this speculation. 

Fifthly. We recommend a Company being formed for the E'vportation 
of Grens. This 1s under the especial patronage of the Lord Mayor and 
Aldermen of London, When the Company has an opportunity of starting 
at once with so decided a hunch of greens, we are contident there can be 
no dearth of subscribers. We trust these speculations will be food enough 
for the culls, in the way of speculation till our next FIGARO. 


BREVITIES. 





An Odd Stick 
Mr. Gillon in a speech, in the House of Commons, against the rapa- 
icity of a grasping priesthood, powerfully observed that they would, ifthey 
could, have recourse to the rack and the fagyots, to gain their ends. We 
don’t know about the rack, or the fuggols, but we know that in Parlia- 
ment their side is advocated by some precious sticks. 


Mal-a-propos: 

The King of the French commenced his answer to the address of the 
Chambers, somewhat egotistically. He began, by saying, ‘ I am very 
ensible. There are many things that are said easier, than they are 
} roved. 
. Very Remarkable. 

The King of the French speaking of his children, said, ‘They will 
follow my footsteps,’ or in French, that they will follow his ‘par.’ This 
is very peculiar, and means the same in both languages, for in following 
their father, they of course follow their pa. When we ‘ead this joke to 
William the Fourth, his Majesty observed he thought the joke rather 
below pur. P.S. We Salways attend by his Majesty’s desire, every 
Wednesday, to read him the whole of the next forthcoming number of 
bieuro 22 London. 

| Quite Open. 

Many Members of Parliament if they are not open in their conduct, 
seem determined to be frank, for all they do is to dispatch letters for 
their friends--postage free. 


A Serious Affair. 

The King has written to us, to beg we will interfere to prevent all the 
London Members from sitting in the House of Commons, ‘ For,’ says 
the King’s note, ‘how can men, who are Town Members, dare to appear 
amongst the Representatives of the Country.” Our answer to our sove- 
reign’s letter was ‘ Not at fume. For to say the truth, we are rather 
pozed how to reply to it. 
aa Tidy Joke. 

lt seems the high tides have been playing the very deuce in the neigh- 
bourhood of Westminster Abbey. ‘The current rushed into some houses 
in Lambeth, and set the furniture swimming, so that though the inhabi- 
tants were poor, the tide by setting them afloat, may be said to have done 
them a service. We understand, that though many complain of the high 
tide, the managers of several theatres, have been heard to exclaim, that 
they would be glad to see the tide coming into their houses, for they are 
fearfully in want of a few overflows. Our opinion is, that Theatricals 
ire at too dow an ebb, for anything of the kind to take place at present. 


Speaking Out 


A reporter for one of the daily papers, regrets that many of the| 


Members of Parliament will not speak out. Wecoincide in wishing 
hey were out, And whether they should speak when cut, or hold their 
tonzues, Would to us be of no consequence. 


Defence of the Times, 


[t has been said, that there is nothing pure about the Zvmes newspaper. 
ye isavulgar error! There is a vast deal of pure humbug about it. 
“AUS WEY ——m* 'Vhat’s not bad.’ 
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THEATRICALS. 
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Malibran has re-appeared at Drury Lane, and has excited a repetition 
of that euthusiasm which invariably attends her in her career. The 
house has been crammed on the nights of her performance; but it is, we 
understand, a settled thing that Bunn will not be allowed next year to de- 
yrade the lease of Drury Lane by holding it. If any man deserves the 
detestation of the theatrical profession, it is Bunn—an insolent bully in 
temporary prosperity, a sneaking, crouching cur in the titne of his adver- 
sity. When Bunn begar his season, he whined and whimpered, and 
crouched and licked the dust off his performers’ shoes, and intreated them 
to let him off a third part of the salaries ; because, forsooth, being an 
adventurer, he could not pay the whole of them. For this the fellow 
ought to have been made to quit the place, as, when a tradesman is no 
longer able to pay those by whom his trade goes on, he becomes what is 
called bankrupt, and leaves off his business. Bunn, on the other hand, 
boasted, and does Loast, in private, that he has done so and so, and that 
next year he will do so much more in the way of cutting down salaries ! 
But how dare this low adventurer to talk of what he will do with the 
actors? If he cannot pay the salaries they require, he must give way to 
some one who can and will. Does he presume to suppose, that he has 
the power of fixing the salaries at any standard that may suit his low 
pocket, and still lower disposition ? When managers cannot pay what 
actors require, they are in the situation of men who are done up; and 
they (the managers) ought to be ducked when they dare to talk of reduc- 
ing the actors’ salaries. These remarks upon Bunn are pertinent to two 
things : first, to the certainty that seems to prevail of his ejection from 
Drury Lane; and, secondly, to the sound and severe drubbing that he 
lately received at the hands of Mr. Macready. We do not defend the 
remedy to which Macready had recourse; but every allowance is to be 
made for a gent!eman, who finding himself goaded and insulted by a 
creature, Whothinks to protect himself in the impossibility of any gen- 
tleman meeting him in a hostile ~ay ;—we say, there is every excuse for 
a man in this situation, and we believe Macready to be the very last man 
to have used the weapons of a blackguard, except where the object of 
attack was so excessively low as to have admitted of no other means of 
making an impression. ‘Though this affair happened more than a week 
since, we refrained from noticing it in our last, for we thought Bunn would 
hardly have recovered from his blackguard eye, and from the injuries his 
vreat, thick, flabby, puppy head received at the hands of the irritated 
tragedian. Bunn, it seems, has been insulting in every possible way the 
actor, who is as far above him, in every respect, as Mont Blanc is to a 
bunion on the foot of a friar. How he could have ventured to have pre- 
sumed so far as to have even trifled with a man, from whom he has been 
not long ago forced to beg, we cannot conceive; and we loathe the ingra- 
titude of the manager the more, when we think that, for some time at the 
commencement of the season, he was being allowed a pittance out of this 
very actor’s salary. Bunn, it seems, sent for two doctors and one lawyer ; 
so that he intended not only to get physicked himself, but to physic 
tragedian with the powerful pocket aperients of legal process, Macready 
has, however, some good friends among the lawyers, who will doubtless 
assist him by giving him daw for nothin in which case, it wil] be mere 
child’s play to him, while it will fall heavily upon the beautiful black-eyed 
manager. Every body is delighted at the just vengeance of Virginius. 
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Osbaldiston has, since we wrote our last, been publishing a sort of 
answer to our charges against him, but the answer is no answer. He 
says, all who asked for the salaries of the nights on which they did not 
act were paid, and nove have been discharged who did ask. We would 
inquire of Osbaldiston, in return, how many lily-livered and wretched 
actors were deterred from asking, by an indirect hint that they would lose 
their situations ? and, secondly, we would enquire, though it is impossible 
to discharge those who did ask uutil the end of a season, how many of 
those who demanded their rights will lose the renewal of their engage- 
ments by having done so? These are simple questions, but we suspect 
Osbaldiston is not half simple enough to arswer them truly. As to 
what he says, about some about him having been /aken from prison at bis 
own expense, we must say, we do not doubt him ; for had the lowest 
prisons of the metropolis been raked, they would scarcely have yielded 
such a gang as that by which he is surrounded, This !s the most honest 
thing Osbaldiston has done; namely, to allow that his chief adherents 
are culled from the dregs of society, and that he has ransacked the very 
jails to get them for his purposes. It seems his respectable coadjutors 
have turned against him, and he complains they want to ruin him. How 
can he expect otherwise. The reptiles in dirty water feed upon the de- 
struction of each other. The Robespierre gang fell by the hands of one 
another; and, fortunately, Providence always so wisely ordains, that the 
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same means which have created an evil shall be ultimately used to ter 
minate its existence. If those whom Osbaldiston has, by his own ac- 
count, saved from prison, only succeed in putting an end, as he says they 
wish to do, to his theatrical career, though they will have cheated the 
public turnkey of his due, they will have at least done partial justice 
to society, by terminating a career so dangerous to the interests of the 
drama ef the country. 


The English Opera Company, immediately on the appearance cf our 
article, withdrew ‘ The Huguenots,’ and have since substituted a pleasant 


piece, called ‘The Witch’s Son.’ It is interesting, if not very natural ; 
and we are happy to take once more the English Opera under our pro- 


tection. We should very much regret if any indication, on the part of 


the committee, should deprive the concern of its best, because its most 
powerful, most independent, and justest advocate. They have not lost 
us yet. 

Jerrold, at the Strand, we think rather improves in his acting, but we 
fear he has yet a great deal to learn in the way of management. Ham- 
mond, though a v ry clever man of business, will find it a different thing 
to cater for a London public from what it is to supply entertainment for a 
provincial audience. We do not think the Strand Company is as yet 
well worked. Mitchell, than whom there is not in his way a better actor, 
does not seem to have been put precisely into his right position. His ta- 
lent should be brought forward in some way similar to that in which his 
reputation has been acquired : but the lessees are as yet hardly warm in 
their management, and we are willing to make every allowance. 


Davidg>, at the Surrey, has found that the nautical nonsense has ceased | 


to go down, and the sea-slang of ‘My Polland my Partner Jo” has been 
pitched overboard. By way of a substitute, we have some very delicious 


cut-throat pieces; and O. Smith is slaughtering supernumeraries nightly | 


with all the horrors of a real carving-knife. We havea real regard for 


©. Smith, and his gentlemanly devilishness has a spice about it that we | 
He has gone to the very edge of hell in pursuit of his | 


like monstrously. 
professional avocations, and we must admit no man could go much fur- 


ther for it. 


must ge to the devil, and he has wanted to be beforehand with it. Be 


that as itmay, he isa very clever actor, and a very worthy man—a de- | 


vilish worthy man, if we may say so. 


Astley’s is making a fortune for Ducrow, who, with the aid of his 
horses, has run a career of most unexampled prosperity. 
hear with regret that the scene of our infantine reminiscences is about to 
be rased to the ground; which means, that it is to be any thing but 


raised, or, in other words, that it is to be knocked down to the earth’s | 


We like | 


level. We regret this. We have great affection for Astley’s. 
the very pelting with orange-peel that we always came in for if we got a 
front row in the boxes. We used to like the letting down of the chan- 
delier, and the audience letting themselves down by joyful asd uproarious 
blackguardism. We used to like Gomersal, and, in our infantine inno- 
cence, we used really tothink him Buonaparte ipse, because the bills said 


so; and we used to wonder the Government did not have him put in the | 
Tower, instead of allowing him to sniff into his capacious nostrils pounds | 


of Irish blackguard every Astley’s season. We regret very much that the 
scene of all this is to be pulled down, and we wonder where Ducrow 
will carry his amusing stud, including Cartlitch. Some think that the 
House of Lords will be a very good place to which the equestrian ma- 
nager may transfer his performances, and certainly, if things go on as 
they ought todo, we may anticipate that the House of Lords will be to 
let in the course of another year or so. However that may be, it ought to 
be rather an eligible spot for horsemanship, seeing how much has been 
done, and is now being done, there in the way of ass-manship. We like 
the idea, and we are sure Ducrow may get it very cheap, if he wants a 
year or two. 


Sadler's Wells has been wretchedly attended, and we are not sorry for 
it; because, inp the first place, we despise the man who holds it (despise 
him on professional grounds), and, in the second place, we have a mortal 
antipathy to the system of two theatres being in the hands of an indi- 
vidual. This, however, is not hkely to be much longer the case in this 
instance ; for, from all we hear, Sidler’s Wells, under its present manage- 
ment, IS aruinous speculation. It ought to be. 


The Frerch Plays, at Braham's Theatre, are so disgracefully poor that 
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We presume that, looking with a philosophical eye (for he is | 
a first-rate philosopher), he has long foreseen that the theatrical profession | 


By the bye, we | 


LONDON. 


| the subscribers, in disgust, have many of them withdrawn their patronage, 
| This is as itshould be. French Plays are now no longer what they used 
| to be—things for people to go and listen to, without understanding them, 
| merely because they were fashionable; but now, every woman above the 
grade of a cook is familiar with the French tongue, and can tell whether 
la play performed in it is well or ill acted. The French Plays at Braham’s 
are a dead failure; and another company is about to commence opera- 
tions at the Queen’s Theatre. so that those who take delight in French 
plays may not be wholly victimised by Carmouche and Co. Laporte is 
to be interested in the rival concern, so that Jenny Vertpré may as well 
begin to pull down her stalls, and put Braham’s theatre to rights again, 
| We regret the degradation that has fallen upon the French company at 
| this neat little house, for it was undoubtedly the best place that could 
| have been selected tor the purpose, But quackery will not do, and the 
public will not be content with bad fare, merely because it is served up to 
| them ina pleasant apartment. The show and gilding around them can- 
| not compensate to the subscribers for having been diddled as Madame 
| Carmouche has diddled them. We trust the rival speculation will put 
| an end to the Vertpré take-in. 
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ADVERTISEMENTS. 





In a few days, No. 2, price Twopence, with 2S Caricatures by the late R. Seymour, 

| EYMOUR’S COMIC SCRAP-SHEET, 
printed ona large sheet of fine paper, hot-pressed, with descriptive 
letter-press. 


No. 1 is reprinted, and contains 28 spirited Caricatures. 
*,* Ccuntry Booksellers should send their Orders immediatel y. 


SIR ANDREW AGNEW, FIGARO, AND SEYMOUR. 
| YCOPHANT SAINTS AND SABBATH SINNERS: a 
Satire, by Figaro in Lonpon. Illustrated by 14 slashing Cuts by Seymour. 

Price Sixpence, 





Copyright Plays only Sixpence each ; the following are now ready, 
The following popular pieces are playing nightly at the Pavilion Theatre :— 


| 

| R7ICTORINE; or, [LL SLEEP ON IT. By J. B. Bucgstose. 

THE DREAM AT SEA. - - do. 

| AGNES DE VERE, &ec. &c. - - do. 

| This Edition is haudsomely printed on good paper, with Stage Directions, 

| Costume, Caste of Characters, &c. under the immediate superiutend ence 

| of the Authors. 

| ORTY AND FIFTY, a Burletta, as performed at Madame Vest ris’ 

Theatre; being No, 5 of ‘* Bayly’s Popular Dramas. 

Already published, 

| A GENTLEMAN IN DIFFICULTIES. -~ 

| COMFORTABLE SERVICE, ‘ > 
ONE HOUR : or THE CARNIVAL BALL. 

| THE DAUGHTER. ~ ‘ é 

| 


HI. BaYty. 
do. 
do, 
do. 


By T. 


NALES OF THE SEA; or, interesting Narratives of Shipwrecks, 
| Fires, and other Disasters of the Ocean. In Weekly Numbers, 
| One Penny, each embellished with a beautiful engraving, and in Monthly 
Parts, price 4d. 28 Nos. and Seven Parts are now ready. 





Publishing in Weekly Numbers, price One Penny each, and in Monthly 
Parts, price Fourpence, with beautiful Envravings, and hot-pressed, 
T 


ALES OF ALL NATIONS; or, POPULAR 
LEGENDS AND ROMANCES. 
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Just published, neatly bound in cloth, price 3s. 6d. 
HE LIFE OF MILTON: comprising his Personal History, an 


account of the times in which he lived, 7.e. those of Charles I., the 
| Republic, and Charles 11. By WILLIAM CARPENTER, 

| The object of this Work isto detail those extraordinary events, under the Monarchy, the 
Commonwealth, and the Restoration, which called forth the energies of his mighty mine 


| * * . . 
| on behalf of civil and religious liberty, 
‘* Mitton—thou shouldst be living at this hour; 
England hath need of thee.”"-—WorpsworrH. 
! 
} 
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Published by W. STRANGE, No. 21, Paternoster Row; and Sold bs 
Vokelin, late Cleave, 1, Shoe-lane. Fleet Street; No. 17, Russell Court, Drury Lane’ 
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126, Strand; Purkess, Compton Street, Soho; Lewis, Manchester; Cooper, Birming: 
|.am; Mrs. Mann, Leeds; Heywood, Manchester; and all Booksellers. 
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